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T he merry Wines of IVindJor . 

nough to be the decay of luft andlate-walking through the 
Realme. 

Mif/Ptge. Why Sir IohnAoe you thinkc though wee 
would haue thruft vertue out of our hearts by the head 
and fhoulders, and haue giuen our felues without feru. 
pie to hell, that cuer the deuill could haue made you our 
delight ! 

Ferd.What, a hodge- pudding ? A bag of flax t 

MtfPage. A puft man / 

Page. Old* cold, wither'd, and of intolerable en. 
trailes / 

Fori. And one that is flanderous as Sathan f 

Page. And as poore as lob/ 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Euan. And giuen to Fornications, and to Tauernes, and 
Sacke,and Wine, and JdethegUns. and. to drinkings and 
fwearings, and ftarings l Pribles and prables ? 

Fal Well, I am your Theame : you haue the ftart of ice 
I am deiedlcd : I am not able to anfwer the Welch Flan* 
ncll, Ignorance it felfe is plummet oteme, vfemeeas you 
will. - . ' 

Ford. Marry Sir, wce’l bring you to Windfor to one 
Matter Broome t that you haue cozon'd of money, to whom 
you fljpujd haue bin a Pander : ouer and aboue that you ‘ 
haue fufFcr d,I thinkc^ to repay that money will be a biting 
affii&ion. 0 

Page . Yet be cheerefull Knight : thou (halt eat a poflet to 
nigbl at my houfe, where / will defirc thee to laugh at my 
wife s that nowlaughesatthec: Tell her Matter Sk*der hath 
married her daugh ter. 

A4*(.FerdDv&ot& doubt that; 

\UAmePage be my daughter, Iheis (by this) Dote 
Cam wife* J ' 

San. Whoa hoe,hoe, Father Page, 

P«g*Sonne / How no*s Sonne. 

Haue youdifpatch’d f -M-r, - •: ’ r 

Situ. 


The merry Ifiues of Windfor 

SUn. Difpatch’d. ? lie make the beft in'Glofterflnre know 
on ' t : would I were hang'd la, clfe. 


Slen ‘ , n ^ roriat lubberly bov. Ifit had not beene 
?Jchurct 1 w 8 ould haue fwing'd him, orhee fliould 
f th wined me- If I did notthinkeic nad beene esfnnc 

««. * pon.».fl« s 


I tooke aBoy for a Girle : If I had beene rnaried to him, for 
all hee was in womans apparrell) l would not haue had 

him. , „ 

P*e<.Wby this is your owne folly. 

Did not I tell you how you fhould know my daughte , 

lj l?L g Twcnt to her in greene, and cried Mum, and flic 
cride budget, as zsfnne and 1 had appointed, and yet it was 
not Anne. but a Poft-mafters boy. 

Ad .Page. Good George be not angry, I knew of your 
purpofc** turned my daughter in white, and indeedelnee 
is now with the Dote at the Dcneric, and there 
married. 

Cai. Ver is Miftris Page’, by gar 1 am cozoncd, I ha mar- 
ried oon Garfoon,a boy^oon pefant,by gar. A boy, it is not 
An Page, by gar, / am cozened. 

Mif.fage. Why i didyou take her in white? 

Cai. I bee gar, and ’tis a boy 5 be gar 7le raife all 
Windfor. 

Ford. This is Orange : Who hath got the right Anne? 
Page. My heart mifgides me, here comes Matter Fenton, 
How now Matter Fenton i 

lAme. Pardon good father, good my motherpardon 
Page, Now Miftris; 

How chance you went not with Matter SUnderi 
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